|,» mn Tang ori Fe PS SET O 


/ ' | 4 
| FI #04 e . THE F114 he 
Test of Union & Loyalty: 
„ 220 A NEW PIECE, d= (#124 
On the present War with FRANCE, 1795. 17 "= 4 


TO WHICH 18 ADDED, 


Three New Se 


UN PETIT MORCEAU; 


THE YEAR NINETY-FIVE. 


POOR BROWN BESS, 


AND 


THE SONS OF NEPTUNE. 


THE WHOLE 


Written, spoken and sung, 


BY 


WILLIAM FRANCIS SULLIVAN, 


A. B. COMEDIAN, 


At the Theatres Dover, Deal, &c. Ce. 


PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR, 


BY WILLIAM EPPS, AT THE THANET PRINTING-OFFICE, MARGATE. 


"p—<p—— a— <> 


Price One Shilling. 


Vet As e-. 4441 


TO THE 


NAVAL AND MILITARY 


PROTECTORS of these REALMS, 


Tur following Production is, 
with all respect and deference, hum- 
bly inscribed, 

BY 
Their most obedient and devoted servant, 


THE AUTHOR 
Deal, May 30, 1795- 


(4 ] 


— 
meu 


—— — 2 — —ä—ä—äͤ6 m ͤ 22 2 >< 
. 1 — A. _ 


THE TEST oF 


UNION AND LOYALTY: 


FOR THE YEAR 1795. 
— —— 


Ar length, dear honour'd friends, we've ventur'd o'er, 

From a tight Bark, to anchor on this Shore ; 

A Shore where Loyalty's diffusely spread, 

Where Disaffection dares not Shew her head: 

Hope's the Sheet- Anchor of our little Crew— 

The Tide of Public Favour rests with you. 

A choice variety we have on hand, 

And newest patterns, all at your command; 

And, as a further motive to allure you, 

All BRITISH MANUFACTURE I assure you: 

Our Bale unpack'd— dispos'd in lots and sorted, 

And from the London-Markets fresh imported. 

Methinks I hear a person loud exclaim— 

It matters not, nor do I know his name 

“From London, pshaw ! what nothing new from France, 
Sir?“ 

T'import goed news from thence we have No chance Sir; 

Abroad all Pride of Conquest and Parade; 

At home —all starving from the want of Trade 

There meagre Famine stalks his ghastly round; 

Arts at a stand !/—uncultivate the ground! 

Such are the Blessings Gallic Freedom ſends; 

And ſuch the Blessings she confers on Friends! 


(s] 


Famish'd herself, all Nations are alike— 

From Catalonia to the Dutchman's Dyke. 

Tho? Libertie around Convention thunder 

The French-Translation of the word is—PLunDeR ! 
This, BRoOTHERLY AFFECTION does she call, 
When with Fraternal Squeeze she fleeces all; 

Such close embrace the woRTHY Dutch now feel, 
And HI and Micr Lorps are forc'd to kneel. 
Cast but your eyes on Holland cross the Water! 
Mark to what letu subjection France has brought her. 


« Votre tres humble Serviteur Mynheer— 
« By Gar, me vera happy to come here; 
“ Come to my Arms, mon Frere, von strict Embrace, 
« Me pick your Pocket wid a friendly face, 
« You not be angry, certainment—pourquoi ? 
« Me make de fair Exchange wid you, ma foi! 
« For your Dutch Bullion, Property and All, 
« You take our Asignats, or CANNON-BALL : 
« Sans Doute, we ſerve you vera right, my Friend, 
« To take that Property you'd not defend.” 


The Gallic Tygers, with accustom'd while, 
Eye with infuriate Rage this favour'd Isle; 
With Envy view it's happiness and Laws, 
From thirst of Plunder, and to glut their maws— 
« Jean Bull (say they) be un grande point too rich, 
« Let us invade—and leave him not von stitch 
« Down wid deir Parlement and Constitution, 
« And wid our Cannon-Ball make Restitution. 
« So in Durch-Borrous, longing to come over, 
« We'll, si'l vous plait, juſt break our Fast at Dover; 
« Then—post to London—happy to have found you, 
« And throw de Chain of Libertie around you; 
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« Draw it so close, by Gar you shall not move 
« All from Good-Nature, and Fraternal Love. 
C'est vrai, we'll give you Liberty to eat, 
« Rut first, we'll make away wid all your Meat; 
« We'll hold your Guineas all in Requisition, 
« And laugh at you to bear de Imposition : 
« Such, mon cher Ami, if we land, you'll see, 
« To be the Fruits of SALLIC LIBER T.“ 


Pardon me, Sirs, the Englishman replies, 
Your Threats and Friendship, we alike despise ; 
Whate'er you think, yet this you may rely on--- 
The TyGtr sure must crauch before the Liox : 
Stretch'd'on his bed, the Seas---the British Leo, 
Trusts in his Wooden Walls, and in his Deo! 
Trar Power you scoff, his efforts will assist, 
And all your threaten'd Gasconade resist. 
Your Br1ssoTs, DAN roms, and fell RonesPitrnes, 
BARRER EBS, D'HeRBOIsS', your BiLLAups and CAx- 
RIERS, | 
All had their turn—some Six Months and a Day; 
But Providence soon stopp'd their ruthless sway. 
Tho' Moderats now you raise a milder head, 
When by the specious art of TALLIEN led, 
Yet still to vs, your Hatred is the same 
A fix'd Aversion to our very Name! 
Our old inveterate Rival. — One and All, 
Under whatever Government ye fall, 


With proud Assumption PAkis, like OLD Roux, 
Of BRITIsH CARTHAGE, dares to sign the doom; 
And in a strain vindictive and absurd, 

« DELIENDA EST CARTHAGO” is the Word. 


. 


Oh fickle Nation! dupes to ev'ry Faction, 

Who drown your sense by leading you to action; 
Think not, however, tho' Success attends, 

And on the Continent you gain your ends, 

Think not 1our Prowess there is no withstanding, 
Or that in BRITAIN you'll effect a Landing: 

No, tho' on Land you Victories obtain, 

Britons ſhall blow you from the WaT'xy Main! 


« Aye—Damn my Eyes (cries honest Fack) avast! 
« Don't think on English Ground to break your Fast; 
« You'll ask our Leave first what! forget so soon, 
« How well we bang'd you on the FIRST oF June! 
« And split my Top-sails, if you Heave in Sight 
« Again, we'll force you to a running Fight: 
« In Line of Battle, firm as any Wedge; 
« Take---5ink---or burn you to the WATER's EDGE. 
« Shiver my Timbers, if we'll ever leave you, 
« Till Davy Jones's Locke shall receive you.” 


The TEsTY CAMBRIAN, from a native habit, 
Attach'd to Leeks---to Onions---and Welch Ra'bit; 
Who, while long line of Ancestry he quotes, 

Plays on his Harp, and feeds his Nanny-Goats; 
Alarm'd for Independence and Contentment 

His hasty Temper fires with just Resentment : 

« Splutter! (he cries) what Canterbury Tales, 
To think that Frenchmen dare to land in Wales! 
Those Hills of Old, where Roman Legions fail'd, 
« Shall never be py French Papoons assail'd! 
What! dare to subjugate the great Llewellyns ! 

« Ap-Shones, Ap Shenkyns! and assault our Dwellings ! 
« Hur'l! not pelieve it, look you, pless and save us 
„We'll not accept ſuch Freedom to enslave us; 
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t Such Gasconade must come now, peradventur, 
« From Paal- peer, or the Witch of Enter : 


« But Hur don't like your Warlocks nor your Witches, 


« Nor Carmagnols with neither shoes nor preeches ; 
« No, no; such paraples can never go down, 


« Swallow'd by PENMANMAER, PLINLIMMON, SNOW= 


DON.” 


The Brawny Scot, in Fillebeg and Dirk Sir, 
Whose Andrea Ferrara and his Kirk Sir, 

Alike's endear'd to Caledonian mind, 

And both alternately employment find. 

Or, while in Peace he feeds on Grampian hills 

His fleecy wealth, nor dreams of foreign ills--- 
Rous'd at the thoughts of an Invading Storm, 
Forsakes his Crook, and sallies forth to arm. 

« Dee'l tak ma Saul (quo? he) an ye com here, 

« We'll gi' ye CuT AND cou AGEN for cheer ; 
« What! tauk to me, Mon, of Equa-li-ty, 
Whose blude has sprung of auncient Pedigree 
« Nay, dinna ken a Highlander wou'd barter 

« His Liberty, nor give a Frenchman quarter 

« Nay, by St. Andrew! therefore hoot awa' 
We will not QUARTER you, but cut ye'n Twa. 
The Air of Scotland and our Swords are keen 
« Sharp, and as fatal as your GUIiLLOTINE ! 


By Johnny Grott his Hoose, an ye com” forth, 


« Ye'll meet a cauld reception i'the North.“ 


See, fair Jerne, as a sister Isle, 
Join'd in one cauſe with hospitable smile; 
Whose fam'd Urbanity and gen'rous mind, 
Was ne'er to selfiſh interest confin'd; 
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Whose martial sons thro' Europe met applause, 

Now glow with ardour in the common cause; 

Whose fertile pastures all the world muſt know, 
Serve as temptation to the ſubtle foe : 

For while with ſpade he cheerful toils and labours, 
Poor Pat is envied by his Gallic Neighbours : 

Fain would they force him---use their best endeavour, 
The Band of Amity with us to sever. 

« Monsieur Irlandois, you be mosh oppress'd, 

« But join wid us---by us you'll be redress'd.“ 

So France invites; but Paddy thus returns, 

And the insdious offer nobly spurns. 

« Och! Bodtheration Joys! what's here to do? 

„ What manes this Hubbub and this Pulluloo ? 

« The French are coming] who the Divil cares 

« By James they sha'n't have time to say their pray'rs. 
« Och! by my Soul, and by my tough Shillely, 

« We'll make you to repint your visit daily. 

« Get out, you Thieves! ye shabberoon Sons of Bitches, 
« What the Hell brings you here without your Breeches ? 
« You think by Irishmen to be caress'd--- 

« Put on your Small-Clothes then, and come well eress'd: 
« As for your Hair Nabach/:sh ! never mind it--- 
„We'll dress it cleverly my Joys, you'll find it; 

* We'll find you MAaRTIaL-Powder for your Head, 
« And stretch your Bodies on a fine FiELD-Bed. 
Don't think the fine thick blood of an O' Teague, 
« Can with you ordinary Fillows league: 

« No, tho' we blunder, Honey, we're no Fools--- 

« *T wou'd be the DivII's Burt to be your Tools. 
« Go, mince your Frogs at home, you ugly Toads 
« Such Snakes and Sarpints shall not fill our roads 
« You know St. Patrick with his crooked rod, 

« Drove all such Reptiles from the IX ISH Sop! 
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« So by the Holy Poke, if you land, 
« We'll knock your Brains out first, then bid you tand.“ 


In short, the ExnctrsH, IA ts, WELCH and ScoTs, 
Shall A unite against the Sans CUtLoTTEs; 
One Heart---one Voice, resistless Force shall bring 
To sAave our CounTRy, and PROTECT ourR KING! 
While jarring Interests foreign Courts divide, 
And France exulting spreads Rebellion wide, 
In u. shall Europe with Amazement see, 
The TEsr of UN tod and of LovAL TY 
In vain proud Gallia all her force opposes--- 
The Battle's now, PRO ARIS ET rRO Focis.” 
And, ſhou'd occasion warrant ſuch a proffer, 
E'en BRITISH AMAzoNs themselves would offer; 
Wou'd drop their Needles, Scissars, and their Stitches; 
And like em- Ladies All wou'd wear the Breeches, 
And you, my Friends, as mild as ye appear, | 
Wou'd fire at once, were Frenchmen to come here: 
E'en I myself, my Brotherhood wou'd raise, 
(We're us'd to Action from our acting Plays) 
And firmly think, tho? feeble in your eyes, 
We NEVER ACTED BETTER IN OUR LIvEes! 
True to the Cause, and ready at Command, 
T'enroll ourselves“ THE ROYAL TRRSIAN BAN D!“ 


Under your Banners We have ta'en the Field; 
Your little Troop We are-—be you our Shield. 
Give but the word---at all times We'll engage, 

To fzht or act for you on any Stage. 
A Change of Place and Fortune may ensue; 
o CHANGE can alter our Respect---for Yov. 
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— _— 
UN PETIT MORCEAU; 


OR THE YEAR 1795. 


„ 


1 * 
* 


Arrtenvez en pu to dis Petit Morgeau, 
T.m's trag que Mocbleu! now-a-days as they go; 
Ods Foutre! ſuch doings abroad cannot thrive, 
Yet me fear dey will laſt all de Year 95. 
Derry down, &c: 
In, 
All Europe in Arms, in a terrible pother, 
Kings, Princes, and Subjects, afraid of each other ; 
And France the grand spring and fomenter of Exil, 
Topsy-turvy hergelf—tumble all to the Devil. 


Derry down, &c. 
111. 


De great Xing of Prussia has fobb'd off Jean Bull, 
And cares not von Pin, fo his Coffers be full; 
He pockets your Rhino, and leads you a Dance, 
Then turns on his Heel to salute Mrs. France. 
| Derry down, &c. 
IV. 
De poor King of Poland now finds to his Coſt, 
His Country's undone, and his Kingdom be loſt— 
For politique France with success can cajole, 
Both de treacherous Dutch, and the well-meaning Pole. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Now selfish Mynheer, with a muttering Curse, 
R-luctantly opens the £tiings of his Purse ; 


Compell'd by de io:ce of a strong Requisition, 
Is quite stript of Cloathing, of Cash and Provision. 
Derry down, &c. 
vi. 
De Devil relieve you, tought I to mysel, 
De French how dey'd use you, Me long cou'd foretel! ; 
Jean Bull too was soft---but a good-natur'd elf, 
To fight for Van Dutchman, who'd not fight himself. 
Derry down, &c. 
VII. 
De Empereur too, and de wise King of Spain, 
Of Length and Expence of Campaigning complain ; 
A Subsidy grant. '*tm-=-of dat they'll avail 
To turn round to France---and to England curn tail. 
Derry down, &c. 
VIIt. 
Great Pritain, tate warning by all such false friends; 
No Friendship such know, but to serve their own ends: 
Certainment, if you let Monsieur land without strife, 
Like de Dutch, you'll repent all de days of your life. 
Derry down, &<. 
IX. 
Nor trust to de Word of de Northern She-Bear, 
Her numerous forces to join you dis year, 
By Gar, Me foresee France will coax de Grande Turk 
To cut de Old Beldame out plenty of work. | 
Derry down, &c. 
X, | 
Stand true to yourselves---man your staut Mooden- Malle, 
Deu a fig for the French, and deir French Generals: 
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For deir Gasconade vapouring, en verité, 
I'd not give von pin---nor dis pinch of Rappie. 
Derry down, &. 
XI, 
Depend on your Tuns, and rely on the Oreen, 
For such can alone Hence Gallic commotion ; 
Let France on d Continent fight, if she please 
While Britons triumphantly ride on de Scas. 
| Derry down, &c. 
XII. 
Grande Dieu! hear de prayer of thy poor serviteur, 
For this be de wish of both Rich and of Poor —- 
May de Sword soon be sheath'd, and may Commerce revive, 
And Peace be restor'd in de year Ninety-five. 


Derry down, &c, 


— — ... — —U—U—,cõͤ?—  - 


POOR BROWN BESS. 


* 


RECITATIVE. 


AS thro' Hyde Park, the Vet'ran chanc'd to halt, 
The Guards close pass'd him on a grand Field Dar, 
He stopp'd and sigh'd-— twas Age and not his fault, 
That kept him Pris'ner---he was heard to say: 


Else had he still for Britain bravely dar'd, 

For George and Liberty fresh courage shed; 

Fought all those battles he once nobly shar'd, 
And, in his Country's Cause, his last had bled, 


But old, decripid, and of strength bereft--- 
Few were the hairs upon his silver head: 
With wounds all cover'd, he reluctant left 


The Bed of Fianour, for a homely bed. 
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His crutch now propp'd his tott'ring steps along, 
And as he d mly view the glittr'ing crowd, 
With tear of rapture, yet of Anguish strong, 
A Soldier's Firelock he address'd aloud.--- 


SONG. 


Tu EN farewell, those days of Glory, 
At my grief you well may guess; 

Oft have I declar'd my story 
How I've lov'd my poor Brown Bess. 


11. 
Thirty- five long years in Clover, 
My fond arms she us'd to press; 
Ten sad years and more are over, 
Since I've hugg'd my poor Brawn Bess. 
nt. 
Her in, tho' not so soft and fair as 
Some nice dames I must confess, 
Vet as much good time and care has 
Been employ'd on poor Brown Bess. 


Iv. 
Faithful still to ev'ry Duty, 
For Parade whene'er I'd dress, 
Neat and clean, a polish'd beauty, 
Ever came my poor Brown Bess. 


V. 
Of her fame our focs can mentian, 
Loud Report to their distress; 
Soon she silenc'd all dissention--- 


Such a Voice had poor Brown Bess. 


55 
But alas ! the times are past now, 
Age and wounds my frame posscss; 
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Death I find approaching fast now, 
So farewel my poor Brown Beſs. 
Vit. | 
One request, Ah ! don't oppose me, 
*Ere the turf my Corpse ſhall press; 
Or the Coffin quite enclose me, 
By my side place poor Brown Bess. 


—— — 


THE SONS OF NEPTUNE. 


WRITTEN IN HONOR OF LORD HOWE'S VICTORY ON THE FIRST OF JUNE, 


1795» 
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1 N Times of Old, when Mother Earth, 
And Men and Nations took their birth; 
When Gods look'd down with eager glance, 
And seem'd to turn their Eyes on France; 
Fove beckon'd Neptune, with a smile, 
And pointing to his fav'rite Isle, 

« Be Britons thy peculiar care, 

« And fix thy seat of Empire there.“ 


CHORUS. 
A Flourish Trumpets Cannons roar, 
And echo loud from Shore to Shore; 
While Veptune's Sons triumphant sing, 
Ged gave our Country, and our King. 


II. 


The Briny God, the word obey'd, 
And to his Wat'ry Chariot made; 
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Fair Albion's Cliffs he soon espied, 

And landing on the Beach he cried, 

« Ye Sons of Britain! Neptune calls, 

« ]'ll line your Shores with Wooden Walli; 

« My Trident here I'll leave with you, 

Here fix my seat of Empire too. 
CHORUS. 

III. 

Minerva next at Fove's command, 

With Macna CHARTA in her hand; 

Descending took Britannia's seat, 

The Sons of Liberty to greet; 

And while their brows with Oak she bound, 

Address'd the Britich Tars around; 

« Be this my care while Time endures ; 

The Empire of the Sea be yours. 
CHORUS. 


IV. 
While Discord from her restless Bed, 
Uplifts the Axe o'er Gallia's head; 
And Mars impetuous is hurl'd, 
Wide o'er the Continental World ; 
« May Pallas hold the Britich Helm, 
« And with her Shield protect the Realm 
Then Neptune each succeeding Year, 
« Shall fix his seat of Empire here. 

___ CHORUE, 


